reason, because with more folly, to have courteous
pardon. For although a poet, soaring in the high reason of
his fancies, with his garland and singing robes about him,
might, without apology, speak more of himself than I
mean to do; yet for me sitting here below in the cool
element of prose, a mortal thing among many readers of
no empyreal conceit, to venture and divulge unusual
things of myself, I shall petition to the gender sort it may
not be envy to me. I must say, therefore, that after I had
for my first years, by the ceaseless diligence and care of
my father, (whom God recompense!) been exercised to
the tongues and some sciences, as my age would suffer,
by sundry masters and teachers, both at home and at the
schools, it was found that whether aught was imposed me
by them that had the overlooking, or betaken to of mine
own choice in English or other tongue, prosing or versing,
but chiefly by this latter, the style, by certain vital signs
it had, was likely to live. But much latelier in the private
academies of Italy, whither I was favoured to resort, per-
ceiving that some trifles which I had in memory, com-
posed at under twenty or thereabout, (for the manner is,
that every one must give some proof of his wit and
reading there,) met with acceptance above what was
looked for; and other things, which I had shifted in
scarcity of books and conveniences to patch up amongst
them, were received with written enconiums, which the
Italian is not forward to bestow on men of this side the
Alps; I began thus far to assent both to them and divers
of my friends here at home, and not less to an inward
prompting which now grew daily upon me, that by
labour and intense study, (which I take to be my portion
in this life,) joined with the strong propensity of nature,
I might perhaps leave something so written to aftertimes
76